DISGRACE   ABOUNDING
cultural life of the moneyed classes is beyond his purse. But
bummeln he cannot, like the man of his type in other countries.
A garden where he may find music, good food and wine cheaply
in summer, an inn where he may find the same things cheaply in
winter: these are things he has never heard of. In all German and
Austrian and Hungarian and Czechoslovak and Yugoslav cities
the restaurants and caf6s have terraces where you may sit in the
open air and drink your cup of coffee; in the outskirts of all these
cities are innumerable gardens where you may go in your leisure
hours. In many of these places you may take your own food with
you: you only pay for what you drink. In Germany, until recent
years, I don't know how it is now, you used to find in these garden
and woodland cafes and restaurants a sign 'Hier konnen Familien
Kaffee kochen'. For a penny or two they would even give you
boiling water and crockery for the coffee you had brought with
you,
Belgrade is one of the dullest of cities by day, I know few places
where the streets less repay a stroll. For a daylight Bummel Prague
is quite different. To wander through those winding alleyways
of stout and well-built old houses, over the river and up the hill
to the Hradschin is an experience that, for me, never palls; the
houses are grouped together in the friendly way that you see in
medieval prints, the towers beneath which you pass remind you
that once all this was enclosed by a stout wall, the view of cluster-
ing roofs changes with every yard that you ascend, the shops are
full of things you want to buy. Belgrade has practically no native
industry or handicrafts, the shops sell only the cheap foreign manu-
factures for which the heart of the peasant, and the heart of his
son the official, and the heart of his grandson the minister all crave.
The streets in this architectural Bedlam are boring, the views have
been spoiled.
But at night Belgrade is a very good place for a BummeL Every
third house seems to be a cafiS or restaurant, with chairs and tables
on the pavement in front where you drink little cups of sweet
Turkish coffee or little glasses of rakia, and in the windows three
sucking-pigs are rotating on a spit over a tray containing red-hot
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